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FEBRUARY 4, 1977 So I’m dead.

and THAT's a bu�er.

But I’ve b
n dying a	 my life.

Until yesterday, when
I got the ca	 at work.

“We found
your new

heart,
Ca	ie.”

And now I’m dead.

But if I’m lucky, I
won't be for long.

Ha. why would
I start being
lucky now?  
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FIVE DAYS LATER.

FOUR WEEKS LATER.

THREE MONTHS LATER.

TWO DAYS UNTIL DISCHARGE.

ONE HOUR TO GO.

ow.

OW!

Fu�y thing about
doctors cu�ing
your chest open,

ri�ing your
heart out and
sewing another
one into place.

Kinda hurts.

Then you get out of
bed, and you realize
that was just, like,
a sneak preview. 

Then you start the real
recovery proce� and you
kinda think you're sti�
dead. Or wish you were.

But after months of this,
you realize this is easy
pain. Physical stu�.  

The real sharp sticks come
after you can walk, dre�
yourself, f�d yourself.

When it's just you
and that li�le

voice in your head.

Or you and your future.

Ge�ing back to bu�ers.

Mi� Boudreau,
you know I can't

reveal the donor's
identity. No ma�er

how many times
you ask.

Now
let's talk
about what

comes
next.

Ugh.
Fine.
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Your heart is
almost perfectly in

sync with your body.
it's far be�er than
most transplants

experience.

You
should
be very
pleased.

But…

This
isn't a new

lease on life.
it's more of
a… we�, a

rental.

You
can say it

Dr. Shumway,
I already know.
I remember you

te�ing me
before the

surgery.

Transplants are sti� a young science. With the
cu ent state of things, right now, you have

five years. Five healthy years.

They're not
guarant�d, of

course. But let me
give you some

advice.

Make the
best of whatever

time you have. This
is a gift, Ca�ie.

Take it.

Okay.
Great.

Does he practice this in a mi�or?
Do they print out these sp
ches

on li�le cards to memorize them?

I’m the one
who's b
n
sick a� her
life. I’m the
one who's

died exactly
twice in the
last twenty
eight years.

I’m the one
walking around

with some
stranger's
heart in my

chest. Because
you won't te�
me who he is,
you… you…

Fucker.

I get that it's
a gift, jacka­.

You
n�d a ride,

lady?

What I n
d is
someone to te�
me what the fuck
I DO with it.  
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Grew up in hospitals,
always sick. “Born with
a bad heart,” they said,
because I couldn't

understand “congenital
heart defects.”   

“You have to be more careful than
the other kids,” they said betw�n

surgeries and procedures.  

Everyone treating
me like some

delicate flower.

And the ones I actua�y wanted to take
care of me, they were t� freaked out.
Even back then they'd say words like
“co itment” as if they were swearing.

I should've b�n old enough to stop
believing in fairy tales, but I kept
believing one day I’d be cured.  

Sl�ping Beauty in her gla�
case, just waiting for some
prince to come ki� it away.  

until One day, the real
world caught up with my
fantasies. Science fiction
was regular science now. 

So I went to go
introduce myself
to the future.

Be my own prince.
“Long waiting list,” they said.

“Prohibitively expensive,” they said.

“screw it,” I said.
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I got a job, a place, but I refused
to make a life here in Stanford. 

My life would start
when I got my new

heart and moved away.

Then something te�ible ha�ened.

I started to adjust.

Five years is a
long time to wait.

I started to wonder if
I’d just lu�ed myself
into a new fantasy. 

so I rebe�ed. About
ten years t� late.

Everything my doctors
said not to do, I did it.

I sti� woke up
in the same life.

same job, even
after they promoted
me once or twice,

it was just a
means to an end.
surgery money.  

Then once
my benefits
kicked in,
it became
money for
my mythical
new life. 

O�asiona�y, I
sort of mi�ed it.

being dead.  

I don't remember it, except
it felt very CERTAiN.

I liked that part.

Then they fina�y
ca�ed. A donor
had b�n found.

Life made
sense again,

maybe because
it was so
close to

disa�earing
forever. 

Or fina�y
starting.

Hope wi�led
its way back in.
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Like a du�y, I fe� for it again.

They served cake when I
came back. Fucking cake.

Thr� days down and I don't
know how much more I can take
of a� this. Nothing's di�erent.

Ugh.

Except Ba­y. My “one-time fling” that had
b�n going on for the last seven months.

He wasn't ideal, but he was around.   

He�y
Ba�y, what're

you up to tonight?
Want to help me

convalesce?

Ca�ie, I’m
trying to

work.

is that
why you're
treating

me like I’m
invisible?

Can we
not do this

now?

Now I get cold shoulders,
uncomfortable silences. I
get unreturned phone ca�s.

Sure. How
about The Dew

Drop? 8?

Fine.
Great.

Oh, no
pre�ure

or anything,
you're only my

boyfriend.

Ca�ie.
I never signed
on for anything
SERiOUS, okay?
We're just having

fun, right?

Ca�ie
Boudreau,
Liability

and Fraud
Preve--

Hi Bob.
yeah, I think

I’m pre�y much
back up to

sp�d.

Okay,
sure, be

right
there.

“I hope it's
nothing bad.

Ha ha.”  

Technica�y we were
breaking the rules. But
that's the part I liked.
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What?
You can't DO

that. Actua�y,
Mi� Boudreau,

we can.

When you were promoted
last year, you signed new

contracts. You also signed
a clause fr�ing us from
any financial obligations

towards pr�xisting
conditions.

Fu�y how
no one ever told

me that. is that the whole
reason I got the stupid
promotion? To f�l me

into signing away
my life?

Now
Ca�ie--

Bob, Janis,
I’ve given five

years to Archway.
You knew about
my condition,
you were fine

with it.

I worked
hard for this.
screwed people
out of money

they were
owed.

I’m not
going to let

you screw me,
t�.

We're
so�y you

f�l this way
but--

L�k
at it.

I’m not an
expenditure or some
high-risk case. I’m
the woman who has
worked with you,

for you.

if I
didn't get this,
I would be

DEAD.

Ca�ie, please. I know you've b�n through an
ordeal, but that doesn't excuse you acting like

this. We're trying to work with you here.

Yes, and
while we can't cover

the cost of your surgery, we
can o�er you the rest of the
w�k o� to compose your--

Eat it, Bob, and
you can shove your
o�er, Janis. I’m
going back to

work.

Now
Ca�ie,

hold on
one--

Someone
has to pay for
this new heart,

after a�.
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What the he�'s
going on with me?

I stink at
confrontation.
I’d norma�y
rather run

and hide than
even su�est
to someone
they might 
be wrong. 

Never hit someone
with a contract or
ye�ed at my bo�,
that's for sure. 

Never put away
seven of these
without hardly

f�ling it.  

Barely o� the wagon and my
tolerance is stronger than ever.
Norma�y I’d be on the fl r.

Mine, on a g d night. Ba�y's
on a worse one. Sometimes
Je�y, the bartender, let me
sl�p it o� on the p l table.

Outside of work, these are
the only people I talk to.

I spent so much of my life ind rs,
sidelined by sickne�, I kind of
stink at making friends by now.

They're not my friends.
I don't rea�y have any
of those. Not here. 

This isn't my life,
this isn't my town.

This is where I ki�
time until I figure
out what they are.

Meh.

Je�y! Gi�e a
cigare�e.

Maybe
that'�…
da�it.

Just
steal
one.

Oh. He�o
there.

You
the li�le
devil on my
shoulder?

I can
be, if that's
what you

n­d.
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ignoring that clumsy
li�le bit of flirting,

what's this about
stealing?

Do I
l�k like

that kind of
girl?

Je�y
k�ps his pack

right under the bar,
along with his

wa�et.

if you want
to make things

interesting.

I’ve never b�n
strong enough

to resist a
dare.

But if you're
pu�ing my chain

I’m go a--
a-ha!

Sma�
movements.

Everything natural.
if you don't ca�
a�ention to it,

no one wi�
notice.

it's a
kind of magic.
Pretend you're

doing a
trick.

Ta da.
The perfect

crime.
I’ve s�n
be�er.

Got a
light?

Oh my god, I love
this song. You like

Fl�tw�d Mac?

This album is a�
I’ve listened to
since I got out

of the h--.

C'mon,
come dance

with m--

A�hole.
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--and he's the first interesting guy I’ve met in
forever, like, we rea�y clicked, my heart was

beating a mile a minute. it was intense.

Uh huh.

So of
course he runs

away, right? I m�t
my potential prince

charming and he
vanishes. ’Cause why

should life ever
be fair?

Yep.

But no, I
get stuck with
a�hole Ba�y
who won't even

return my CA�S.
What the he 

is that?

Not
a clue,

lady. This
you?

Hey, empty house,
I’m h

me!

Hope
you didn't
wait up for

me!

Me? I had a
great time. Fucking

tremendous.
I drank

and drank and
didn't get drunk

and I met a cute guy
who blew me o�
and danced by

mys��--

What'cha
thinking
about?

How
this isn't

going to end
we .

Yeah,
but we can
have fun

until then,
right?

You
sure
about
this?

Shut up
and make
out with

me.
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SERiOUSLY?

Hey, be�er
late than

never, right
Ca�ie?

you're
hilarious,

Ba�y.

Where were you last
night? I was at the

Dew Drop.

I mi�ed you.
I’ve b�n mi�ing

you lately
and--

Babe,
I’ve just b�n
swamped with

work. I wanted
to come by,

honest.

Let's
talk when I

get back from
lunch.

it's not that he's lying to me.
it's that he's so TE�iBLE at it.

Like he won't even
do me the courtesy
of working on his
lies, that's what 
pi�es me o�.  

And su�enly, I
know what to do.

I don't even know
where the urge
comes from… 

I’ve never picked
a lock in my life. …but I’m

learning to
ro� with

that f�ling.
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I don't deal with
bad news we�. 

Which is fu
y, since my
life has b�n a non-stop
parade of bad news. 

I should say I
don't deal with
it we� in public.

That's usua�y
not a problem.
Except for now.

Luckily, I
know just
the place.

They ca� it the Cage. Or the Vault.
The insurance industry isn't known
for its cleverne�. One half is where
our cash reserves get stored.  

The other half of the r�m
Archway stores a� the

cu�ently in litigation files.

And is the premier location for
employ� fraternization after hours.
Sometimes during working hours.

Bi�, the guard, is usua�y
na�ing or on one of his
half-hourly co�� breaks.

Just close the
d�r and no one
hears a thing.

Like crying.
Or screaming.

Or both. 

A�
���
���
�h!

Fucking Ba�y.

Fucking Archway.

Fucking everything.
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it's like, along with
my cra�y heart, I

was born with a sign
a	ached to it that
reads, “Kick Me”.

I’m not one of those
fa�-in-love-easy
girls. I grew up
ge	ing my heart
broken, always

te�ing myself I’d
use each one to get
stronger, not let
it me� with me.

And every single time, it sti�
hurt like a motherfucker. 

Not that it was entirely
their fault. it was, but like

10% of that was me.  

I tend to lose myself,
try to become more ideal
to whoever I’m dating.

Right about the
time they figure
out they want

someone who isn't
sick a� the time.  

Someone like
me, but not me.

So I cried
every time,

until I
eventua�y
decided
to stop.

Stop living with my
parents--an a�angement

they were a li	le
t� ha�y with.

Stop pu	ing my
ha�ine� in the

hands of boys t�
dumb to function.

Stop waiting on a miracle
and go l�king for it.

Of course, miracles n�d money.

More than my bo�es
at the b�kstore did.

I felt bad, but for the
first time in awhile,

I felt alive.   
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So let's
talk.

That's
a� I’ve b
n
asking for,

Ba�y.

I’m
breaking
up with

you.

Excuse
me?

I can't handle a� this. You,
your heart thing, a� the li­le

changes. it's not what I
signed up for.

You're Di�ERENT lately.
A� intense and serious
and clingy. That's not the
Ca�ie I signed up for.

I signed up for the
fun one.

I like you and a�,
but with my car
r,

the things ha�ening,
I can't risk ge­ing
derailed. Don't get
me wrong, I think

you're--

Did
you hear

me?

I heard you, Ba�y.
Stupid me, I a�umed that
since we were screwing,

I could get a li­le
human compa�ion

thrown in.

Anyway, I
know you've b
n
cheating on me.
With Janis from

HR. Ugh.

Just
like I know you

were just using me AND
her to get that promotion

they're giving you next
w
k. Congrats,

Bo�.Now
please be

quiet.

Wait, how did you…
did you break into

my DESK?

That's
t� far, Ca�ie,

I’ve had it with a�
your depre�ive, crazy
shit. Don't think I’�

put up with this
for a--

I know where THiS
urge comes from…
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�a���!I said be
quiet.

…I’m just not sure how
I fina
y made it ha
en.

I’m going
to te� you this

once, so you know it
for sure and never
have to gue� once
you've recovered

from this.

You are
a te�ible
boyfriend.

A shi�ier
friend.

And I’M
breaking up
with YOU.

Congrats on
the promotion,

Ba�y.

Your first test
is figuring out
how to get o�

the r f.

Extra
points if you

jump.
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I step into job mode.
Cold, calculating. I
inventory the facts.

I think I might be going nuts.
That'd be fu�y. Girl who lost
her heart loses her mind. Su�enly hungry

for things like
anchovies and
chunky peanut
bu�er, stu�
I could never
stand before.

Constantly losing my patience,
making up for it with anger.

Swearing, I’ve
never sworn so
much in my life.

I’ve started watching boxing.
I know the di�erence betw­n
bantam and heavyweight. I know
which ones wi� win and what
the spread would've b­n.  

I have a�
these memories

that don't
belong to me.

I want to listen to ja�.
Smoke cigare�es like

crazy. Fight everyone I s­
with bare knuckles and
eat duck Pâté on a boat
a�roaching Marsei�es.

I’m wondering why he makes
my heart beat so fast, why
I f­l like I’ve known him

a� my life.      

I s­ this guy's
face in my head a�
the time. like I’d

memorized it before
he ever showed up

at the bar.   

if you can ca� it a life.
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The doc was
right. This
is a gift. 

I’m not
wasting it
anymore.

I QUiT!

I quit,
I quit, I
quiiiiit!

Ca�ie, what are you doing?
Why are you shouting?

it's the mi�le of
the workd--

is that
bl�d?

Huh. Yeah.
it's not mine,

though.

What is
going ON

here?

I quit,
Bob. You,
Archway--

--Ba�y, who I’ve b�n
sl�ping with, JANiS, who

has b�n sl�ping
with Ba�y.

You
can a� eat

shit.

Somewhere in the
back of my brain,
I can just barely
make out a voice.

His voice.   

“To he� with 'em
a�," it says. 
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Ge�ing
be�er at

this.

You
certainly

are. We��,
l
k who comes

crawling back after
his disa�earing
act the other

night.

Or maybe
I never
left?

if you're bra�ing
about living in the Dew
Drop i�, you n d
to work on your

technique.

Je�y, same for me
and whatever this

guy is having.

Okay.
You think

maybe you've
had enough

Ca�ie?

No, that's
why I ordered

another.

Hey, he forgot
your drink.
Je�y!

Forget
it.

I bought
you a drink,
you should

have it. Ca�ie, I
didn't come
here for
drinks.

Then
what did

you…

Oh.

I think when he
fina�y touched
me, that's when
things rea�y got

out of hand. 



Listen,
I’ve learned
not to waste
a lot of time,
so I’m going
to lay it out

for you.

Do you
f�l something?

Something betw�n
us? I’m not

imagining this,
right?

No, you're not. But listen,
I just got out of something
and I’ve had a bunch of

big life changes and
maybe I’m not--

Ca�ie.
L k at me.
I know a�

this.

How do you
know my name?

I don't think you
stuck around long
enough for me to

te� you.

the same
way I know your birthday,

October 14th, and who your
best friend is, Janine DiMo�a,
back in Chicago, and your favorite
album right now is “Rumours.”

I go�a
go.

Listen, I’m having a rea�y
shit day and I don't n�d

some a�uring weirdo
reciting my life back

to me to make it
shi�ier.

Ca�ie,
wi� you let me

finish?

Ca�ie,
have a
heart.
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Oh, is this some
JOKE? Did Ba�y

put you up to
this?

No, though I did
enjoy watching
you knock him

out.

How did
you… We�,

proce� of
elimination.

I’m not
Ba�y.

And
you're not

me.

Not
technica�y. But
philosophica�y,
a case could be

made.

You have my
heart, Ca�ie.

Litera�y.

I’m part of you. You're part of me. 'Til
death do us part, I gue�. Not that

I’m proposing.

So�y.
Listen, what
I’m trying to

say is…
…I’m fa�ing

for you, Ca�ie
Boudreau.

Love is a lot like a
heart transplant.

You're not expecting it
until your phone rings.

And su�enly
you're inside
something

bi�er than
yourself,
moving way
t� fast.

Ca�ie?

Say
something.

it's pre�y normal
to be overwhelmed.

28



M�nh…
hey, hot
stu�.

Hi Ca�ie.
You f�l
be�er?

I do
now.

C’mere.
Before I wake
up from this

dream.

M��--
�ph!

Son of a--
What are you
DOiNG in my

HOUSE?

I made sure
you got home

okay. Remember
coming home?

No! And I don't
remember le�ing some
stranger in to watch

me sl�p!

Listen, calm down, Ca�ie.
it's not g�d for

your heart.

Oh, get
FUCKED. stay away
or I’� smash your

brains in.

I mean
it!

I don't
have brains

anymore, Ca�ie.
Nothing at

a�.

Just a
heart.
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So you're… What?
A ghost? The ghost of
my heart donor? You

realize how me�ed up
a� this sounds,

right?

I don't
know what

I am.
Just

that I woke up
behind your

eyes.

You're not behind my
eyes anymore, you're

walking around,
TOUCHiNG me.

So�y, I just, I
hate s­ing you

like this.

Like how?
Freaked out,
losing it? I’m
ALWAYS like

this--

What
the he� is
your name,

even?

Mercer.
Ca� me
Mercer.

Okay… Mercer.
Convince me I’m

not insane.

I don't know. I don't
think I rea�y am touching
you, or talking to you. Not

exactly as you s­ it.

I think
that's how
your brain
is making
sense of

me.

This is
making my
head hurt

more.

Are you
sure you're not
a symptom of my

hangover?

I wish. I wish
you were a
symptom of

mine.

I
remember
being me

and then I
woke up in

you.

How long
ago? A month

ago, maybe.
When you were

sti� in the
hospital.

So
you spied

on me for a
month before

speaking
up?

That
isn't cr­py

at a�.
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I was trying to
figure out what
ha�ened.
Like you are

now.

This isn't
normal for
me either,

Ca�ie. And yet
you s�m so
suave about

it a�.

it's… it's like
you're hu�ing, like
an electrical field.
Touching you is so…

WEiRD.

You're
there,
but not
there.

I’m
here, Ca�ie.
I’m not going

anywhere.

I couldn't,
even if I
wanted

to.

Please
don't joke,
because if I

start laughing,
I’m never
going to

stop.

I n�d
some time
to think.

Or is that
impo�ible

now?

No, it's
not. I can, I

don't know, I go
into this auto-

pilot, I fade out.
if you want me

to. Should
I go?

I…

Maybe THiS is where it
sli�ed o� the rails. it didn't help,

that's for sure.

I want you to take
me on a date. if we're
going to do this, let's

do it right. Tomo�ow
night. 8 pm.

Try
and stop

me.
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I wish I had someone to ca� about this.

My friends in Chicago, they talk about how
I’m doing, how my recovery is coming, the

weather and how di�erent it is here.  My friends at work, they talked about
TV shows, the news, the weather and how
di�erent it is from where they grew up.

There's no one to te� me
I’m making a huge mistake.

No one but me, and
I’m pre�y g�d at
tuning her out. 

I think about it like I’m
ca�ing him. I pick up the
phone in my head and 
h�k my finger into the
dial and let it spin. 

G­z, you
don't play
hard to

get.

Let it ring a few
times, pretend
you're not just
si�ing by the

phone.

Hi, Ca�ie. Hi, Mercer. You l�k
nice. This old

thing?

welcome
to My favorite

place in the world.
This is The

Dish.
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This is
your favorite
place in the

world?

I come here and watch
the tra	ic as everyone

drives out of
town.

I dream
of being in 

one of those cars,
headed somewhere
else, as someone

else.

Gue� you
take your beauty
where you can

find it.

No, it's
nice.

But
I bet I

know how
to make it

nicer.

Bet I
can read your

mind.

There,
now I s�

it.

This iS
be�er.

So, should I
go first?

Uh oh.



No, it's
g�d.

I think
it's g�d.

I’m
fa�ing for

you, t�, Mercer.
I don't know why.

A w�k ago I
didn't know

you.
You're my heart

donor. So either
you're dead or

imaginary.

I don't
care. You're the

only thing in my life
that rea�y makes

sense right
now.

I
waited a�
my life for
my life to

start.

Maybe
now it has.
And maybe
you're part

of it.

I’m just
tired of wondering.

I want to start
doing.

You
saw how things

with Ba y went?
That's my romantic
life in a nutshe�.
Minus the brutal

violence.

if we're
going to be together,

there's no lies, no omi�ions,
we level with each other. About

everything. Complete
honesty.

Oh.

I thought
so. Te� me,

Mercer.

How bad
is it?

No, it's
g�d.

I think
it's very
g�d.
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“I’m a thief. A great thief,
actua
y.” He said. And once
I managed to proce� that,
he told me just how great.

After-hours jobs, safecracking,
pricele� works of art, sacks of

cash, he'd done them a
, he
explained them in exhaustive detail.

A
 I could do was
listen. First in shock,
then ho­or, then

something like
admiration, then

something like envy.

But he wasn't
done yet. 

I had so many jobs in the pipeline, so many
jobs pla
ed down to the last detail.

I remember them a	, it haunts me.

Slow
down.

Please.

But he kept going. Faster now.

He said he had a plan. When Mercer
said it, it sounded like everything

was going to be okay.    

I can teach
you.

I’m an
unemployed
insurance

investigator.
I’m not a thief,
Mercer. I don't

steal.

I don't
mean stealing,
Ca	ie. Not

exactly.

What
then?

G�d, honest
revenge.

Against?

Archway
insurance.

Take
them for

every cr�ked
cent they’ve

ri�ed
o�.

Enough
to figure out

what we do with
the rest of our

lives.

What do you
think?

I think this is
crazy. But I think
I don't give a shit

anymore.

Just
te	 me you

have a plan if
something goes

wrong.

“Ca	ie, I’m a
profe�ional--”
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“--nothing wi�
go wrong.” 

A�ENTiON
iNSiDE!

YOU ARE
SU�OUNDED.

“You swear,
Mercer?”

THROW
DOWN YOUR
WEAPONS.

“Scout's honor.

“And besides…”

AND COME
OUT WiTH YOUR

HANDS UP.

“…I’� never leave you.”

“Sounds like a co�itment.”

THiS
iS YOUR

FiNAL WARNiNG
BEFORE WE
COME iN.

“it is. You and me,
together forever.”

Mercer?

Where
are you,
Mercer?
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When I was a kid, I eavesdro�ed
on my older brother talking about
secret boy stu� with his friends.

The conversation eventua�y
got around to something

they ca�ed “strangering.”

The idea was they'd sit
on their hand of choice
until it fe� asl�p.  

Then they'd take care of
things, pretending it was

someone else's hand. 

Someone who theoretica�y
cared enough about them

to jerk them o�.   

Gro­, right? Like touching
yourself back then wasn't
already fraught with peril.

Some weird sin, a
tab� that lead to

spinsterh�d. A
match to­ed into
a pristine forest.

Then I managed to
cram this ho�or
show into my young
impre­ionable

head to somehow
make it worse. 

I’m not a prude,
but that was my

height of weirdne­
for a long time.

I’ve only known Mercer
for a day or two, but he's
broadened my horizons.

Nothing s�ms that weird anymore.

Was it
g�d for

you?
Because nothing could
be stranger than this.
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Almost
worth dying

for. Oh,
you are
sm�th. And

talented.

We�,
I can't

take a� the
credit.

“Try and take
a li�le. 

“What do you want
to do today?” 

“Stay ind�rs.”

“M�, I gue� I don't
have anywhere to be.”

“Not anymore.
Not ever again.”

“You sure this is
going to work?”

“it's the only thing
I am certain of.

“Besides you and me.”
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You pack
quick.

I’ve
had that

suitcase packed
and waiting in
my closet for
the last five

years.
You

learn to k�p a
hospital suitcase

when you're
sick.

We�,
now it's your
getaway bag.

Deal?

Deal. You
like the

car?

Best
money I ever

spent.

Let's
blow this

dump.

God
damn.

That
thing l�ks even
be�er in the

rearview.
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So where
do we start?
What's my first

le�on?

Stick up a
gas station?
Knock over a
bank? Rob a

train?
I was

thinking
pe�y larceny,
short cons,

grifting.

Non-
felony stu�
until you get

your sea
legs.

You're
no fun.

Twenty bucks
here, a hundred

there, you've
got yourself

a stash.

The
stash is key.

Funds the jobs,
pays the crew.
A�anges the

Plan B.

What's
Plan B?

Run
like he�,
usua�y.

So where
are we going?

Vegas? Somewhere
sma�. With

plenty of r�m
to run if we

have to. That
anywhere

near the grand
canyon?

We have
to stop, Mercer.
I’m going to pa�

out if I k�p
driving.

Let me
drive.

Very fu�y,
ghost boy.
Any other
jokes?

I’m
serious.

Pu� over,
I’� show

you.
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You
what?

I tried it a
few times. in
the Hospital.

Before
we o�icia�y

met.

you’re Not
making it sound
le� cr�py,

Mercer.

I was just
trying stu�. I could

sort of do it, but I think
I n�d your permi�ion to

take over. You own the
ship, I’m only riding

st�rage.

Uh huh.
So what do

I do?

You say
yes, you close
your eyes and

let go.

You
trust
me?

I do.

So I just
close my

eyes?

Do
I have
to…

…make
a wish or
someth--

��A�H!
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Okay, what
the he� is
ha�ening?

Because
I just got used
to you being dead

and now--

You let
me take control,
Ca�ie. Of your

body. We
switched
seats.

I think we're
moving t� fast.

I can't think
straight.

C'mon, Ca�ie. This is a
g�d thing. S�, I didn't

want to overwhelm
you and--

No secrets,
Mercer. You agr�d.
You have to te� me

everything.

You live
in my head.

I don't have
the advantage
of living in

yours.

I’m
so�y.

I’m a h�l.
Forgive

me?

You're
right.

Yeah. if
you explain
whatever
this is.

I don't know.
if I knew how
any of this

stu� betw�n
us worked, I’d…

I’d have an
answer.

I’m
figuring

it out same
as you.

You're
the weirdest
boyfriend

ever.

Let's focus on the positives. Now we can drive
a� day and a� night. We never have to stay
anywhere long enough to draw a�ention

to ourselves, to get caught.

Not
to mention
the fringe
benefits.

“Oh? Do te�, Mr. Mercer.”

“I thought you were tired.”
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Morning,
lady.

Hiii.

Uh,
where are

we?

Tucumcari,
New Mexico.

Sl�p
okay?

Mmh�. Thanks
to you. Or me.
Last night was

confusing. in a
g�d
way?

Yeah,
pre�y damn

g�d.

G�d. Then welcome
to your first

le�on. How to
steal.

You manage to walk
out with ten do­ars

worth of stu�,
you pa�.

Don't get
caught.

When I stole from that
b	kstore in Chicago to
fund my move West, it
haunted me a� the way.

I got to Stanford
without a hitch,

te�ing myself I’d
pay them back when

I got a job.   

Then I got a job.
But I’d also go�en
away with it. So I
kept my money. 

I put it out of
my head. Until now.
I remember what I
was thinking the

whole time. 

This is fun.

Flawle�,
Ca­ie. You're a

natural.

And I want to do it again
as s	n as po�ible.  
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MERCER taught me
what he knew. 

LESSON 4: STEAL A CAR.

And when we weren't
working, we had fun.

We were like
kids. Or what
I imagined kids
were su�osed
to be like.  

We did what we
wanted, when
we wanted.  

My su�er as
an outlaw. 

LESSON 7:
BREAKING

& ENTERING
(BRUTE FORCE

VERSION)

We stole just
enough to pay
for gas and

f�d.  

And a few
other things.

it turns out
I’m a natural.

Mercer said I was the best
thief he'd met in years. 

LESSON 31: EXPLOSIVES.

LESSON 19: FIREARMS.

I felt useful for the
first time maybe ever.

I felt like I was
capable of anything.

And I felt loved. For the
first time maybe ever.

I felt safe.

LESSON 12: PICKPOCKETING.

Each day brought some
new cha�enge and I
knew I could do it.

LESSON 28:
SAFECRACKING.

Maybe it was both of
us. The power of love.

Maybe it was that I sto�ed caring
what anyone thought. About me.
About us. About what we did.  

Sometimes I sto�ed to wonder
if this was a� rea�y ha�ening.

Maybe I died during the transplant.

Maybe this was heaven.
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Graduation
day, baby.

You
going to te�
me what it

is? it's a
surprise.
I thought
you liked
surprises.

Ta-da.

What?
The bank?
Seriously?

We get
to rob a
bank?

You
get to.
Solo.

I
stay out

here.

What?
Why? We've

come this far
together.

Exactly. But you're the
one who has to do it,
who has to remember

everything you've
learned.

Without
me holding
your hand.

You have
ice water in your
veins. You're a

criminal mastermind,
but no one knows

it yet.

Go
show them,

baby.
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LESSON 40: ROB A BANK. 

NO, SERIOUSLY.
First thing Mercer said I n�ded was
a huge purse. Sti
 figuring out how
to ca�y this giant monstrosity 

around so it f�ls normal.  

inside is a stun gun, a
handgun, two sticks of
dynamite and burlap bag.

I’m shaking like
a leaf trying to
k�p it together.

I let the
song play
in my head.

We came up with it together. A song long
enough to cover any sort of job. four

minutes sixt�n seconds. forty-four seconds
shy of standard police response time.

“The Chain.”

track one, side
two of Rumours. 

By the time the
chorus comes back
again, I’m sli�ing
the te
er my note.

Then it's
silence.

Then the ba� solo
starts and my skin

g�sebumps.  

Ninety seconds.

Anything can ha�en.
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Okay
everyone. This
is going to be

quick.

if you
could just
lay down on
the fl�r,

I’� be out of
your hair in a

minute.

G�d, g�d
listening.

Don't be like
this guy.

Your money
is insured, your lives

are worth more
than a job.

I leave a bi� in each
slot, to k�p alarms

from going o�.  

I make everyone take a big step
back and wish they hadn't skimped

on hiring a security guard.  

The ba� gives way to the guitar,
to the chantlike singing. and I
know I’m almost out of time. 

Cops any minute,
part two of the test.

50



The song fades out and I know
I’m fr�. I f�l like I’m more
alive than I ever have b�n. 

Then it hits me.

Holy crap, I just
ro�ed a bank. 

Got you
something,
sw�tie.

I hope
it fits.

Jackpot! I told
you you could

do this.

Any
problems?

No, had
to stun a guy,
alarm's going
o�, cops are

coming.

But
otherwise
sm�th as

silk.

is it weird
that I’m super
turned on right

now?

it'd be weird
if you weren't.

Hold on.

51



Uh,
I didn't

mean now,
Ca�ie.

Shut up.
I thought of
something.

That?
That's what
you thought

of?

Watch,
du�y.

“Did you have to spend that much?”

“ ‘Very clever, Ca�ie.
My god, you're a

genius, sw­tie. I’�
never doubt your
amazing ski�s.’ ”

Besides,
L�k at a� this
money, it’s t�

much.

We're not
k­ping a�

this.

Whoa,
what? Slow

down.

Make
me.
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“This violates the
whole spirit of
stealing, Ca�ie.

“Mmrph…

“Genera�y, you k�p
what you steal.
That's the point.”

“We only k�p what we n�d.
We give the rest back.  

That's the rule.  “M�mh…

“Just because we steal doesn't
mean we have to be a­holes.”

“Ca�ie, just because you give it
back doesn't mean they won't
come--�m--l�king for you.”

“it's a tiny
bank--�m--

we hardly kept
anything, who
is go�a care?”

Agent
Alonzo?

So now that I’ve
graduated with flying

colors, what do
we do? We

start the
Archway

job.

Okay, what's
first on the

list?

We�,
how do you

f�l about opening
this relationship

up to other
people?
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Exactly how
much longer
do we have to
wait for this

woman?

Never dealt with
her before, but
she comes highly
reco�ended. So
as long as she

takes.

How
wi� we

know who
she is?

I think
she'� let us

know.

Crap. What am I
su osed to say?
I’ve never done

this before.

it's fine.
You've read

Cyrano.

Repeat
what I say and
try to stay

c�l.

Hey. You
the one who

ca�ed?

Hi! I’m Cal--
Mary. You're

Scout?

Try
harder,
Ca�ie.
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Te� your
story walking.
I want to s�

this thing.

You
mind?

Ooh,
me t�.

I mean,
no, it's
c�l.

So how'd you get my
number? I haven't

exactly heard
of you.

Friend of a
friend--

--of
a friend.

Word travels
fast in these

parts.

You serious then?
I don't like to waste

time. Time being
what it is.

Dead serious.
I have five hundred
bucks in my pocket
that's yours if
you say yes.

Why me? I know at least
ten other drivers around
here that can do a job

like this.

Because
this isn't a smash
and grab. This is
precise, orderly,

and it n�ds
people who are

serious.

Are you
serious,
Scout?

He� yes.
I b�n doing this

for four years, never
blown a detail.
What's the heat

like?

it's a big
target in a li�le

fishbowl. We've already
ma�ed the place out,
we know where we're

going, we have a
timeline.

We n�d a
driver who can run
interference and

some muscle.

Are you
in or out?

Because if you're
out, I walk,
find someone

else.

I’m in,
Mary.

Then you
can ca� me

Ca�ie.

G�d
to m�t you,

Ca�ie.

I’m sti�
Scout.



TWO DAYS LATER.

SAN JOSE, CA.

That was
so c�l.

She is so
c�l. This

is going
to be the
best gang

ever.

it's a crew, not a gang.
And yes, we're going

to be great.

O�o is in for
five hundred.

I go�a go
pick him up in

Phoenix.

Where
do you wa�a

m t up?

Christ,
what a fri�in

dump.

O�o, that's ca�ie,
she's ru�ing this

caper.

Uh huh.
Where's my
five hundred

bucks?

Slow down
bu�er--

--bean,
we n d to
check you

out.

I show
up and folks

fa� into
line.

if they
don't, I escalate

a�ordingly.

So you a�
shouldn't have
no problems,

right?

Okay. Uh,
Great. G�d
to have you
on the team,

O�o.

Now
this guy is

c�l.

I
worked with

plenty of real
crews.
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We check out
crack of dawn,
Friday morning,

so--

--do
what you have

to, but be ready
to go by then
or we leave

you.

Got it?

Uh huh. How ’bout
you come knock my

d�r down if I
ain't up.

Who's this
we you k�p

talking about?
You got someone
stashed in your

suitcase?

I’ve got a
partner. Silent

partner.

I make
threats, he
makes them

ha­en.

Jesus,
Ca�ie, r�l it

in a bit.

T�
much? it felt

right.

We
go�a work

on your improv
ski�s. Lucky

us…

…we've
got a whole
day in here
to work on--

oh.

Ugh.
Want to go

out?

Race
you to the

car.
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Why
Mercer?

it's what
everyone

ca
ed me.
My uncle's

name.

Do
you actua
y
have a real

name?

Forsythe.

Stop
laughing.

Mercer
it is.

How
old are you?

Were you?

So�y.

forty-four.
T� early.

How did you…
y'know?

Don't know.
Something just

po­ed.

Then
I was
gone.

So�y.

Stop being
so�y. None of

this is your
fault.

This is
why I don't
talk about

myself.

That
was the old

me.

This time
tomo�ow, we'


be far away
from here, for

g�d.

And we
can figure out
who the new

me is.
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I remember dreaming
about a� this. Not exactly
this, but you get the idea.

I’m healthy, I have a guy
who loves me, a guy I love.

We live a magical life,
beholden to no one.

I know I should
be grateful for

everything.  

But every now and then
I realize just how d�p

I’m ge�ing.    

And I think about who I
was a� my life, he�, only
half a year ago, how she
would have b�n te ified.

She would have told me to
stop. To l�k around. To think
about the consequences. 

She would have reminded
me that this isn't who I am.

I’m so glad
she's gone.

I don't care
where she went.

No ma�er what
ha�ens next, I had
my perfect su�er.

I have someone
who loves me. 

And as weird
and dangerous
and fictional

as Mercer and
a� this s�ms?
if I’m crazy or
something? 

I hope it
never ends.
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iT'S A�
OVER, Mi�
BOUDREAU.

COME
ON OUT, DON'T
MAKE US COME

iN.

Mercer?
Where are

you?

Right
here. Watching
you flame out,

Ca�ie.

What the
he� do you

want?

I want your
help, go�a�it.
You got us into

this and--

No! You got
us into a�

this.

You blew
the score.

You got weak.
hedged your

bets.

And
now you're
screwed.

What
is wrong
with you?

Why are you
being like

this?

Because
I thought you

were going to be
useful. But you're

just a fuckup,
Ca�ie.

I’m
out of
here.

You're
the criminal
mastermind.

Get
yourself
out of
this.
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We�?

Not
sure, Agent

Alonzo. We’re
sti� pu
ing it

together.

Uh huh, And it's an insurance
company, Johnson. I handle

banks, armored cars.
Why am I here?

The
vault,
sir.

Four
hundred

thousand,
give or
take.

They
cleaned

it out, t�k
every scrap
of cash in

there.

Why’s an
insurance company

have that much cash
lying around?
Or a vault?

We�, sir… federal law requires
they have enough cash to cover
any po�ible payments. it was

established back in--

Leads?

One. Guy
who works

here says he
knows who

did it.

Ca�ie
Boudreau. Want her

a�re�? Phone
number?

He�, I
sti� have a
key to her

place.

Calm down,
sir. Walk us

through what
ha�ened.

You
bet your a�.
Where do I

start?
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Five years. That's
how long they say

I have to live. 

Half as long as it
would take me to
pay o� my heart.

Probably something
fu�y about that. 

Let's
do this
thing.

Five years. That's how long I
helped Archway screw people
out of what they were due. 

Scout'� park for eight 
minutes then circle the

block, sto�ing for
pickup and O�o--

--you'�
be counting.

When you hit zero,
flip the switch

and--

Two
minutes.

When Dr. Shumway told me my o�s,
I didn't hesitate to say yes. Five
years s­med like a lifetime.  

C'mon
already,
I wa a
work.

Okay,
everyone--

--remember
the plan? We only

get one shot
at this.

I wasn't in love then. I
wasn't healthy. I didn't
care about anything. 

I was just boring,
dying Ca�ie Boudreau.

Let's
go get
rich.

Now I’m much be�er.
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Breathe,
babe. You've

got this.

K�p
saying that, ’cause
I’m about to p�

myself.

You
want

to back
out?

I can do
this, Mercer.

I don't n�d to
be talked out

of it.

I know.
I wanted to
give you the

option.

This is
the only option
if I’m go�a
set things

right.

So why
are we in

here?

’Cause
I want to
do this

first. Just
in case.

Now
I’ve got

this.
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…te�ing you,
mi�, I don't have
a record of any

electrical repairs
scheduled for

today.

And I’m te�ing you my bo� got
thr� ca�s from Bob Ahern
screaming louder each time
about the lights going out.

Maybe you oughta ca�
him and s�?

That's okay.
I b�n ye�ed

at plenty
today.

Go on
up.

What was
with that
a�ent?

Hold it!
Stop!

You forgot
to sign in.

Right. So�y,
haven't had
my co��

yet.

G�d
luck.

Don't
believe in

luck.
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Come
on, Mercer,

you know that
was a c�l

line.

Where's
the security

r�m?

Fine,
you owe

me a bunch
of praise

later.

I owe you a lot
more than that,

later.

I
thought I was
su�osed to

focus.

Yay.
Got it.

Hm. I might
n�d some help

disabling
these.

No you
don’t.

God,
this is
fun.

I remember.
Here

we go.

in 5,
4…
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“3…”
Sir, would

you please stop
whistling?

“2…”
Okay, you're being

a nuisance. I’m going
to have to ask you

to leave.

“1…”

You
and what

army, pencil
neck?

That's more
like it. “I love you, Mercer,

but you have to
stop counting a�
dramatic like that.”

They're
about to play

our song.
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“The Chain” is the only song on the
album Fl�tw	d Mac wrote together.

F�ls like a sign. Everyone working in
sync to make that one thing ha�en.

I hum it loud, trying to hear
it over the torch, the alarms

blaring a� around me.  

Alarms mean O o's doing his
job. Profe�ional a�hole.

But one who can fight.  

Long enough for
me to take what
archway owes. Two

minutes.

And then some.
So much money
I can't count it.

Enough for a few
heart transplants.

Or some justice.

Enough to make sure I
sl�p soundly at night.

K�p
trying, pigs.
I got a


day.
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“Four minutes.”

“So helpful, honey.”

“So
y.”

Love
you.

The end of the song's
coming. The ba
 is my
heart beating, steady
and picking up sp�d.

The guitars,
my brainwaves
going crazy.

The vocals, my limbs aching
with t� much adrenaline.

The drums are the big cloudy
future, marching toward us,
one fat second at a time. 

The song fades.
I should go. 

But I can't help it.

if Mercer says the time
again, I don't hear him.

I’ve lifted the n�dle,
started the song over.

I’m forty seconds from ge�ing
away with my bi�est crime yet.

But maybe I can fit
another in before I go.
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Jesus,
lady!

Hi
Ba�y.

Stop! Do I
even know

you?

Not
anymore.

But
I know
you.

No--

I’m
so�y…

…Ca�ie.

I
hope that
felt g­d,

babe.

What did…
Oh…

’Cause it's
go�a cost

us.
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“Mercer, I’m so�y.” “No you're not. A	hole
deserved it, right?” 

“I don't know--”

“I do. And he did.
So let's go.” 

Take your time,
Ca ie.

Where's
O�o?

Right
on time.

Like a
profe	ional.

Comin'
through,
suckers!

Cops on our
tail, Scout.

Glad
you're here
to point out
the obvious,

O�o.

Hold on to
something.
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I am the
slipstream. I am
i�aterial. I am

ethereal.

Are
you reciting
something?

Don't
get her
started.

My
mantra.

When those around
you are losing their
shit, talk yourself

into believing
you're not.

That
works?

You te�
me.

How?

Takes
a� those

voices in your head
always pu�ing you
a mi�ion di erent

directions at
once.

Shuts
’em right

up.
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Who wants
another?

C'mo��,
this is a
party.

I have to
get ro�ing.

I’ve got a thing
in Kansas City

in two
days.

But you
wa�a make
more money,
I’m always a
phone ca�

away.

What she
said.

Lady, I thought you were crackers
eight ways ‘til Sunday, but this is

a score. Don't forget
about me.

I think
I’m done.
it was fun
working
with you
though. Uh huh.

Like I said,
ca� me.

I thought
they'd never

leave.

Aw, why?
I liked
them.

I like you
more.

Care
to prove

it?
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I copied over the names,
a�re
es, and amounts

down, those are our
beneficiaries.

The
files are a gift
for someone

else.

“it's up her a�ey. A� the cr�ked shit
that Archway's b�n doing for the last
decade. There's enough in here to put
their f�t to the fire for just as long.”

“God, you're hot.”

Put them
anywhere,
I’� get

to it.

Not at this
rate.

You don't
work here.

Concerned citizen.
I brought you

something.

Huge
story.

I
don't…

These are
insurance

files.

Read
them close.
You’re smart.

You’� s�
it.

Holy…

Stop!
How wi�
I contact

you?

You
won't.
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What do
you mean,
giving it
back?

For the last
two months, old

Archway customers
have b�n ge�ing
large amounts
of cash in the

mail.

A�
previously

denied
coverage.

Six so far, but those are
the honest ones who

reported it.

With the
files gone, we
don't know how

big her list
was. I searched

Boudreau’s place
top to bo�om.

No signs of where
she went except a
card from a used

car lot.

Salesman
says he remembers
her, she paid cash.

Before the
ro­ery.

You
don't

think she
did it?

Girl's
clean. And
get this…

…Her doctor
says she's
recovering

from a heart
transplant.

They actua�y
do that?

it's
a whole

new world,
Johnson.

The
only thing

you can trust
is that every
day it'� make
a li�le le�

sense.

Te�
me one
thing…

76



“…where's the money being mailed from?”

Last
one!

Thank Christ,
you're giving away
everything we

made.

Not everything,
sw�tie. We can stay
here for another

year and not
wo�y.

Then what?
Se­le down, get

car�rs?

Who's we?
You're set
for life.

You got
yourself a
sugar mama
to take care

of you.

My plan remains
sl�ping ‘til n�n
every day, get up
and have crazy
sex, swim, eat

fresh seaf�d,
mingle with the

tourists.

Then we go
somewhere else

when we get
bored.

What do
you want
to do?

I want to do
another

one.

Don't
you?
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I have
these jobs

in my head, a�
these plans
I never got

to do.

Archway
was a test run.
if we could do

that job, we can
do any of my

jobs.

I spent my
life pla�ing

those.

Okay,
but you don't
have to wo�y.

We've got
money and each
other. Why put
ourselves at

risk?

That was
my car�r.
And at the

end of it, I’d
never wo�y

again.

Because the money's going
to run out. it always does.

Because it's fun.

Admit it, you've
b�n having the time

of your life.

Not a big
a�omplishment,
Mercer. My life
up until a few

months ago was
a parade of sick

and sad.

I don't n�d
a lavish life.
I have you.

Right.

That’s
enough?

is it not
enough for

you?

I don't
know, Ca�ie.
it never was
when I was

alive.

Things are
di�erent.

We�,
you're dead

now.

is this
our first

fight?

it's
not a fight,
Ca�ie. We're

talking.

Talking
about how

I’m not enough
for the dead 
guy who lives

inside me.
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Don’t.
I love
you.

But I can't
live through
you. it's not

healthy.

Do you realize
how insane

this is?

Am I going to wake
up in a straightjacket?
Some nutcase fantasy

I’ve built out of
desperation?

I’m
real,

Ca�ie. A�
this is real.

L­k at
me.

Da�it,
Ca�ie.

Get
your hands
o� me.

Jesus,
you're in my

head, you're not
even real.

You
can't stop

me.

I don't
have to. Where
you go, I go,
remember?

Unle�
you actua�y

love me. in which
case you'�

give me some
space.

Please.

I want
one day on

my own.
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“…a co�ect ca� to the
United States. California.
Joan Shockling at the 
Sacramento Gaze�e. 

“Te� her it's
A�a Nymus.”

Anonymous.
Very fu�y.

Je�?

No. I’m
the one who
gave you the

files.

it's
you. Oh my

god.

Have you s�n
everything that's

ha�ening?

We
don't get TV

here.

Archway couldn't deny
their way out of those

records. Money mi�pent
on executive perks, claims

wrongfu�y denied,
the government is

going to--

That's
great.
Rea�y.

I’m
ca�ing for
something

else.

I n�d a
favor. I n�d
you to find
someone.

He died in
February.

Okay,
who is

it?
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Mercer?

What
are you
doing?

Waiting,
Ca�ie.

Giving you
space.

I n�ded
to think.

About me,
you, us. About
doing another

job.

What'd
you come up

with?

Nothing
solid.

You don't
trust me.

I don't trust anyone,
especia�y not myself.

But I
trust us.
We make
sense.

I want to
do another

job.

I like it.
I like how it

makes me
f�l.

Like
you're invincible,
like you cracked

the secret
code.

it makes
me f�l like I
do when we're

together. Perfect.
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We
should

fight more
often.

Yeah we
should.

So I have a
few ideas. For
what our next

job is.
Can we

talk about it
in the morning?

I’m… I’m…

Sure thing, babe.
Sl�p tight. I’�

handle
it.

Hey.

Wa�a
make some

money?
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Thank
you.

Have a
nice flight,

Mi
us.

Did you hear?
He ca�ed me
Mi
us, like I’m

ma�ied.

We're
go�a mi
 our
flight, Ca�ie.

C'mon.

Are both
these taken?

This one is.
I have a fear of
confined spaces
so bad, I have
to buy an extra
seat on every

flight.

How
long are we
delayed?

We'�
get there

when we get
there.

Why so
anxious?

S�? We
made it. New

York didn't go
anywhere.

it's
safe and--

shit.
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Shit shit
shit.

Think, Ca�ie.
Remember the

layout.

Mi� BOUDREAU,
YOU HAVE TWO MiNUTES

TO COME OUT
PEACEFU�Y.

Yeah, Ca�ie.
Try to k�p it

together.

it's just
your life in the

balance.

Fuck
you, Mercer.
I can't believe

you did
this.

NO ONE
iS DEAD YET.

I WANT TO K�P
iT THAT
WAY.

I did
what I had

to.

You
should thank
me, you'd be

the same du�
wa�flower
you were if I
hadn't saved

you.

I wish
I never
met you.
I wish I’d

died.

Get in
line.

Fine, a�hole.
You want to
hurt me?

I want
to hurt
you even
more.
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C H A P T E R  4





FEBRUARY 4, 1978
An' over there's the
Delacourte Theater.

Ain't open now,
natura	y.

Hey,
if it's a	

the same to
you, I go�a
make a pit

stop.

Horse gets a
bag. Us drivers
ain't so lucky.

Back in a
shake, li�le

lady.

Did he
just--

--leave us alone with
his fancy horse drawn

ca iage?

Yeah.
He did.

Should
we--

You
read my

mind.

Y��
haw!

Maybe it's snow in
Central Park, or the
old-timey horse and
BU�Y ride. Maybe

it's being in love, or
the adrenaline of

GRAND THEFT.  

There's just
something

magical about
New York City

in winter.

87



Maybe it was the a�iversary.

Me and Mercer.
Me and my heart.

A year to the day I
stole my life back.

When we landed, I was wide awake on no sl�p,
racing on my first moments in New York City.

I didn't even have a
chance to ask why Scout
and O o were there.

We ro­ed straight from the airport to Mercer's
first job on his list. it was a­ moving so fast,

I sat back and went with it.       

“New York's an
expensive town,”

he said.  

Once my head sto�ed spi�ing we were
checked into A dream life, me and

Mercer living in THE honeym�n suite. 

Never leaving
except to put

THE r�m service 
trays in the ha­.

I ignored the tiny li le voice in the back of
my head, asking lots of questions I didn't
have the answers to. None of it ma ered now.

My perfect life had
go en even be er.
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Mercer had a rolodex of
heists in his head, pla
ed
down to the sma
est detail.

I had an itch I couldn't
scratch. For him. For the
jobs. The thri
s each
one brought with them.

We went we
 together.

I even su�ested jobs.

One w�k we stole pricele  art, the
next we'd rob a r­m fu
 of coked-
out stockbrokers of their bonuses

from screwing people over.  

You can probably gue  whose was which.

I didn't know my fairytale
would have so many

shotguns in it, but it was
mostly like I’d imagined.

Time moved in a blur, w�ks melted
away betw�n complicated jobs
and 800 thread count sh�ts. 

But I remember that
night. Our a
iversary.

We walked the island. A movie
in Chelsea, di
er in Mu�ay

Hi
, a romantic ca�iage ride
through Central Park.  

I remember each second.

Because, l­king back,
that was the last perfect
moment I can remember.
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You
hungry? Starving.

Great.
Can we make a

quick stop first?
in and out.

Mercer,
I haven't even
had co��

yet.

“Oh my god, you so owe me.”

Hands
above your
heads. We'�

be quick
about it.

Safe's
back
here.

C'mon. Not
again.

What
the… …fuck?

Tried
te�ing you,
some crew
hit us last

w�k.

“I’� give you five
minutes before I
ca� the cops. Go.”

I thought
it was f�l-

pr�f.

Can't
control the

weather, Ca�ie.
Or other h�ds.

Bad timing is
a�.

Can we do
one of mine

now?

Pl��ease?
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One of mine.
You know who
you're ri�ing

o�, tough
guy?

Why do you
think we're here,

wise guy?

One of his.
Aw, christ.

I thought you
said this was

a� set!

Cut
her a break,

O�o.

Then a� mine
started going

perfect.  

Bo�,
I go�a say, I
had my doubts,

but you're a
genius.

While a� his… it's okay.
I don't mind.
We can try

again.

it ha�ens
to everyone.
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2:24 PMMercer?
Where'd you

go?

Oh god,
how late

is it?

You
awake in
there? ’Cause

I’m go�a get
breakfa--lunch.

F�d.

Mi� Parker,
how are you

today?
Can't

talk. N�d
co��.

You coming
out?

Or are
you go�a
sulk a�

day?

What
did I
do?

it's just a rough patch,
I told myself.   

He'� get over
it, I thought.

And that
li�le voice
got louder,
panicking.
What if he
didn't?
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Hey!
You're
here!

Ta-da.
What'd you

n�d?
Uh,

nothing.
Just thought
you'd wa�a

eat with
me?

You mean
watch you eat?

No thanks.

Hey, I let you bo�ow the body
at night to go run your e�ands.
Don't act like I’m being selfish

or something.

I’m not
doing anything.

I’m fine.

No, you're not. You've
b�n distant, quiet,

you didn't even
show up to the

last job.

That was your
job, you didn't

n�d me.

Yes. I do.
Mercer, you're

on a bad streak.
I know about bad
streaks. That's my

whole life.

Up until
us. Us gets us

through.

Couple
jobs went

screwy. I ain't
go�a start

so�ing.

I’m regrouping.
Figuring some

shit out.
That

okay?

Besides,
you're the one

who talked about
how you n�d

space.

Wow,
Mercer.

I did.
Once. A long

time ago
now.

But thanks
for the

reminder.
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I move. Anywhere. Nowhere.
I’m so tired a� the time. 

Maybe it's my meds. I try
to remember everything
Shumway said about my
heart, about my condition.

I had it ta��ed on my brain at first.
Every warning sign, but I haven't

thought about it in almost a year. is that why he's distant?
is my heart giving out?

I sl�p Eight hours a night
and I’m sti� exhausted.

Mercer driving me around at
night while I sl�p, scouting
out jobs, building our future.

Lately it f�ls like he's working
overtime, ge�ing carele�. I

wake up to a map of bruises, my
clothes sme�ing of cigar smoke.

While he crawls back into
his cave in my head and

pu�s a rock in front of it.

Two months ago, I felt
amazing. We were here
and in love and perfect.
Rich, but not t� rich.
Ha�ier than most.  

So it makes sense that this
is the part of the fairytale
where the big bad wolf
shows up to get his cut.
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“Hey, it's me.

“The one you've
b�n l�king for.

“Uh huh. We�, maybe
instead of this cat and
mouse game we've b�n
playing, we should 
m�t face to face. 

“Yeah, I know
the place.” 

I’� be
there in an

hour.

And no
fu y stu­.
I’m packing.

Yeah,
thought you

might.

“Don't be late.”
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Sounds like
he's almost done,
Agent Johnson.

Deputy
Heider’s voice

Always cracks when
he's ge�ing to

the end.

Four
front operations,

six banks, two chop
shops, I don't know
how many jewelry

stores and the
o  smash and

grab.

And
this is a­
one crew,
a�ording

to you.

Yet the closest
you've go�en to
a suspect is some
slip of a girl with

a monkey heart
who you can't

find!

it's not
a monkey

heart.

it's a
transplant.

Te­ me, did
you think a one-armed

man sounded t�
outlandish?

Because
this has to be some

Fugitive level shit for
you to be bringing

me, Alonzo.

Get me something
or I’­ post you up
in Casper go amn
Wyoming because you
wi­ be a fucking

ghost.

Alonzo!

Unle�
you have a

miracle to share
with me, I’m
ge�ing a

drink.

Then I
hope you

brought your
wa­et, cause
you’re paying.

I wanted
to talk about
the Boudreau

case.
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What are
we doing

here?

I like the
ambience.

Boudreau's a nobody. A stack
of medical records, a sp�ding

ticket five years ago but
she barely exists.

Now she's leading one
of the more su�e�ful
crews I’ve come acro�.

What changed?

Her
heart?

Right. She got that and she's
qui�ing her job, ro�ing the
place blind and disa�earing

o� the map.

That doesn't
make any sense,

Alonzo.

Drink,
kid.

Boudreau was
living with a death

sentence.

Moves cro�
country, she's got a new
chance, but there's a
ticking clock on it.

Five years.

What
would you

do with that? Go
back to work or

do something
crazy?

Sounds
like you almost

admire her.

I got ten years til
pension of dutifu�y
dealing with shitbirds

like Heider.

I’d love
to be fr�
to take it
out on--

You go�a
say you’re

so�y?

Why
don’t you

make—

“That's the other
reason I like
this place. 

“C'mon, JOHNSON.
I got an idea.”
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Close
the d�r,

Petey.

That crowd can
sme
 a rail in a
thunderstorm.

Put your head
back down,
finish up.

What, you're
ro�ing

me?

No, I’m
ro�ing your
coke dealers.
And the mob who

you launder
money
for.

And
maybe you
a li le

bit.

You
di�y
li le
bitch.

Friend, te
 him how
we f�l about salty

language.

You didn't hit
the alarm
bu on.

Go, you got
what you wanted.
I ain't go�a ca

the cops, ca


it even.

Why, is there
something here you

don't want them
to s�?

Oops.
Did I do
that?
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Why?

I
thought
you liked

fun.

Because
it's fun.

Drop me
o� wherever

you can.

We’� split
the take later.
You lose the

fu�.

Did you
just ca� them

“the fu�?”

I got a
thing next w­k,

if you guys
are in.

Providin'
we ain't in
jail, I’m in.
How much
firepower
you n­d?

None. The
guns are just

for show,
O�o.

Here's
g�d.

I can
drive you,

Ca�ie.

Nah,
I’d rather

walk.

“Besides, there's
a place I want
to check out.” 
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Hey!

Over
here?

Christ.
Who's a girl
go
a stab
to get a
drink?

Frankie! Couple
drinks down

here.
Thanks.

This place is a
madhouse.

No
problem,
Ca�ie.

Do I…
Kim?

Kim Tucker?!
Oh my god!

I saw you come in
and thought, no

fucking way.

Of a� the
places.

After graduation I said screw it. Hitch-
hiked around,  got here and decided to

stay. That was… seven years ago?

what about
you? You l�k be
er

than ever, Girl.

Moved to California
for a couple years, got a

heart transplant, moved
here. The usual.

WHAT?

Okay,
you're going
to te� me
everything.

Now.

What
about the

band?

I’ve s�n
Blondie like

ten times already.
Before they
were c�l.
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is that
even a real

thing?

I can
show you
my c�l
scar.

Only if you
buy me a drink.
I know a place
that's dead.

That's nuts.
WHAT BROUGHT

YOU here?

That's
a longer

story.

I don't
have to be

anywhere in the
morning.

Kim and I were friends in high sch�l
because we were both freaks. We promised

to stay in touch but we wanted to get as far
away from who we were. so we drifted.

Now here we were.
Until she asked, I

hadn't realized how
much I’d b�n wanting

to talk about it.

I spi�ed my guts. I told her, we�,
shit, you already know how we got

here, I’� spare you the recap.

I edited.
Ro�ery became

the stock market.
Mercer taking over

at night was him
bo�owing my car.

I said we were in love, ha�y,
working together, living we� in the
greatest city in the world. Like I was

trying to convince myself.   

And Kim, to her credit,
gently broke it to me.

That's a bunch
of bu­shit,

Ca­ie.

101



we've b�n talking the last thr� hours
and I’ve heard you discu� yourself like once.

While you have so much to fucking crow
about. You left Chicago, got out of

your parents' weird house.

You set
out to find a

miracle and you
did it.

The worst
part? 

Your be�er half sounds like an a�hole.
K�ping secrets, bo�owing your car

and bringing it back a� banged up?

Meanwhile,
you're ki�ing it on the

stock market and a� his
shit is losing you money
and he's lying to you?

Ru�ing o� to lick
his wounds?

She was completely right.
But I couldn't admit it. 

it was only one lie.
I’m grateful he ca�ed
them, a�anged a� our

jobs here.

He t�k the
wh�l when I was

t� scared to do it.
I wanted to go back
to my old safe life,

and he wouldn't
let me.

Because he's
isolating you. 

Have you made any
friends? Busine�

partners don't
count.

I’d spent so long denying it, after a�.

I think
I should

go.

So�y. I get
mouthy when

I drink.

You've got my number,
if you ever n�d anything.
I’� put you up, whatever

you n�d.

I
a�reciate

it, Kim. Rea�y.
I’� ca�

you.
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That was
interesting.

How long
have you b�n
listening in?

How long
have you b�n
talking about

me?

Let's discu� it
when we get

home.

Okay, fine. Listen to some girl you haven't s�n
in a decade. You're mad at me because I ca�ed

Scout and O�o before we got here?

Like you said,
I knew you wanted it as

much as I did. So I made a ca�,
because you'd regret it forever
if we were stuck playing house

in some suburb.

Would you
please just shut

up for a few
minutes?

it's about me
bo�owing your

“car”? I told you,
I’m se�ing up

jobs.
Okay,

maybe I go get
a drink now and
then, but nothing

nefarious.

Mi�
Parker.

I’m
so�y, baby.
I did it for

us.

Do you
even love me,

Mercer?

Did
you?

Or am
I just another
o�ortunity you
t�k advantage

of?
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Of course I
do, baby.

I can always te� when
you're being sleazy by

how much you ca�
me baby.

We�
I can't win,

can I?

Go
on, let

it a� out.
You told

her.

I’m tired.
We've got a

job tomo�ow
and I want
to sl�p.

By
myself.

Fine. Gue�
I’� go curl
up and die
somewhere.

You can't do that.
Not when you check in

and out anytime you want.
You're not a�owed

to be hurt.

Maybe I
should've talked to
you before, but when
was I su�osed to

do that?

When
we're working?

You don't
even show up

anymore.

Why
are you sti�

pu�ing jobs if
you hate me so

much?

Because I
like it. I like
how it makes

me f�l.

Sticking
it to a�holes,

ro�ing ro�ers,
giving money to
shelters and

charities.

That
makes

me f�l
g�d.

And it's nice to be
g�d at what you
do. To be wanted.

To be chased.
Even

if I have to
se�le for
cops doing

it.

Ok,
Ca�ie.

I’� get you
what you

want.
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Mercer's gone
when I wake up.

These guys? They didn't
do anything. No mob ties,
no robin h�d angle here.

But it's a bank,
so the o�s that
they've screwed
someone over are
g�d enough.  

I use the mantra
Scout taught me to
k�p him gone, get
my head straight.
Ready for work.

I don't even care if they deserve it.

Kim was right about a lot of things, but
mostly that I n�d to embrace it, the things
I’m g�d at, the life I’ve built for myself.

Me. Not anyone else.

We'� get over this
thing, probably.  

I mean, we have to,
we're stuck together.

I try not to think about it.
I hum “The Chain” to myself.

it's sti� my song.   

Everything
drifts away
and I focus
on how we�
it's going.

Where's our
backup?

Don't put t

much stock in
anonymous

ca	s.

Let's
check it out

before we give
heider a reason to
crawl up my a�

again.

How untouchable I am.
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Then it's like a n�dle
drags acro
 the record.

Then the record
player blows up.

What
did you
do?

He
pu�ed a

gun, bo
. I’m
not ge�ing shot

over your
rules.

You're
su�osed to
be covering

him!

G�, I’m so�y. I got
distracted by your

friends.

Mi

Boudreau?

Can we
talk?

10-90 in
progre
. Man
down. We n�d

backup.

We
go�a
go.

No shit.
Got a plan
for this

t�?

How does
panicking
sound to

you?
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You kids
n�d a
ride?

I’m not ashamed to
say I asked him to help.

Ca�ie,
your name's
a� over the

radio.

Hold on. Enemy
engaging.

Then I be�ed him.
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“I’m here, Ca�ie.

“Te� Scout to
head east.  

“Phi�y.

“We're burnt here.”

“What's there?”

“One last job. The big score.
Enough to retire. Live ha ily
ever after. if you want it.” 

“What job?”

“You sti� mad at me?”

“Don't do that. You know
I love you. I wouldn't
be here if I didn't.” 

“Then trust me.”
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“it's a surprise.
I guarant�

you'
 love it.”

How do
you like it,
Mercer?

How do
you--

Oh god!

No. Please.
Not that.

it's
not… Not

fair.

Not yet.

Knock it o�,
Ca
ie. Ca
ie,

get up.

“Ca
ie?”
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Ca�ie,
please get

up.

So I’m dying. And that's a bu�er.

You
can't
leave
yet.

Five years, that's
a� I’ve got.

I should've
known be�er.

I’�
save
you.

They a� lie.

Everyone says what they
think I want to hear.  

I k�p on believing them.
Because d�p down?
I want someone to 

rescue me.    

No…

NO!

Except no one
is going to.

No one but me.



You must be out
of your go�amned

mind, Ca�ie.

You're only
noticing
now?

Which one's
the North

Star?

You've b�n so damn
sm�th. Even when
a few of our jobs
went sideways, you

didn't blink.

Now you're
talking fantasy
land convict

talk. 

Retirement
gigs?

One last
job?

Scout. I don't
have a lot of time
left and I don't
want to spend it

ru�ing.

So I quit.
I’m taking a big

sack of cash and
going to Europe.

That can last
a few years,

I bet.

What ha�ens
after that?

Did I ever te�
you I got a heart

transplant? Get the
fuck out of

here.

I’ve
already used
up a year and

a half.

Doctor
gave me five

years.

You ever go�a level
with me at some point,

Ca�ie?

That's what I’m
doing. I’m te�ing
you it's a� over.
After we do this

one thing.

Ooh,
is that

it?

in
a� its
glory.

What's
the one
thing?
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That's
the craziest
shit I ever

heard.

And then
we get in the van

here, drive away and
by the time the cops
figure it out, we’� be

living ha�ily ever
after.

I haven't even told
you the rest.

About my
silent partner.

How we met.

Who he
rea�y is.

I don't wa�a know.
He's silent, it's probably

for a reason.

Unle  he's
pla�ing on bailing us

out of this me .

He's not.
This is a� on me.
But I n�d your

help on this.
I don't trust

O�o.

T�k
you long enough.

I like his work but
the guy's shifty

as a rat.

And
you've got
my help.

Thank
you thank
you thank

you.

Solidarity. I’ve worked
for enough dudes who had a

whole lot of bravado and not
much else. Dudes who are

ru�ing shit.

Let's show
them what a couple of
masterminds rea�y

l�k like.

“Be�er get some sl�p, we
hit the road in a couple hours

and I n�d a l�kout.”  
“I’� be right there…
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“…I have to take care of
some busine� first.” 

Thought
she'd never

leave.
You know

you can just
talk to me
in my head,

right?

I don't want
to get you confused.
Or compete for your

a�ention. We­,
I’m a­
yours
now.

G�d.

You
scared?

No,
I’m freaking
out. But I’m
managing.

You're
go�a be okay.

We're go�a be okay.
I’m with you a­

the way.

You weren't before.
Back in New York.

You fucking
t�k o�.

Driving
my body

around a­
night and
vanishing
a­ day.

You
abandoned

me.

I was…
I was jealous.

You know how long
it t�k me to get

g�d at this?
Years.

it only t�k
you six damn

months.

Now
you're pu�ing
my ha�y a�

to shame.

Then
a­ my jobs

started blowing
up in our
faces.

You
du�y.

This isn't a
competition. I do it

because I like it.
Because we do it

together.

And I
like that even

more.

Us.
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Don't ever
do it again,

okay? I came
back, right?
Doesn't that

count?

Barely.
You've got a

lot of serious
apologizing

to do.

No time
like the present.
Unle� you want

to wait?

Shut up
and k�p
ki�ing

me.

I hadn't touched anyone in
w�ks. But with us, it was like
we hadn't ski	ed a beat. 

We fit together perfectly.

He was my north star.
I could figure out

anything if he was there.

And when I say it in my head
like that, that's what scares me.
How ready I am to forgive him,

to not make waves.     

But that f�ling pa�es with
each li�le shu�er and I know
that he's my one and only. 

You fa  in love with a
criminal, there's going to
be some adjustments.

if we can rob New York
blind, we can get  
through this t�.  
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The d�per in I get, I realize
no part of my life was wasted.

Archway taught me how o�ice types talk
to each other. A frustrated secretary
wi� gladly hand over secure documents

as a subtle fuck you to her bo�.  

Like a list of which buildings
are o�icia�y designated by
city government as abandoned,
and which of those sti� have
utilities h�ked up to them.

I think
you should
do this one

solo.
I already

am, Einstein.

The
stadium job.

You've thought
about it, right?
Ca�ing a� the

shots?

I thought
we were over

this.

We are.
Babe, I don't
want to stand
in your way.

I’� be there if you
n�d, but this one is
yours. You're why

I chose it.

Ok.
Then yes.
I want to
ca� the
shots.

Ain't t�
sha�y. Sti� got
furniture laying

around.

Sme�s
like someone's

sti� living
here.

Nope.
Fr� and clear.

Cops swept it last
month and not

a trace.

Y'ever think the
cops could be

wrong?
You the
pigs?

Ha.
Far from

it.
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Yeah, I
heard of you
guys. You're

cr
ks.

Sticking
up i�ocent

people.

No, I mean,
yes, we are,

but we're not…
We take down
wa� str�t,

the mob. I donate
the rest to
charities.

we give
money back to
people who

n�d it.

We're not
thieves. We're…

Liberators.

And who's
ru�ing this
operation?

Me.

So why'd you break into
our house if you're rich

liberators?

Because the… Pigs
fina�y caught up to us.
The feds t
. We're

on the run.

We thought it
was abandoned.

We� lucky you, you picked
the exact right house.

You ever
heard of the
Weathermen?

The student
protestors? The ones
bombing everything?

is that you?

Naw, we're the
ones they're

scared of.

We're the
Red Brigade.
Welcome to the

cause.

We can
stay?

Fr�dom
fighters have

to stick
together.
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Murphy made the ca�, he was the
leader, even though he swore up
and down they didn't believe in
bourgeois things like titles. 

Bi� c�ked, mostly.
Dumpster-dived ve�ies
and gruel. Sometimes he
brought home meat but
we never asked where
from and he never said.

Bernadine was the eyes,
ears and fists. She’d

gone underground after
raiding a rural FBi o�ice.
A genius in evading cops.

Scout was itchy, but
she played along.

O�o was an a�hole. When I
wasn't pla�ing the job, I was

figuring out how to get rid of him.

That was us. One big ha�y family.

The Brigaders had smashed through the
wa� to the rowhouse next d�r and
let us each have a r�m to ourselves.

it wasn't much, but
I didn't n�d much.

Just a few days alone.
To get my head straight.

To get us back to
where we should be.

Naomi smiled but didn't
say much. Murphy said
she put them a� to

shame. a revolutionary
before it was c�l. 
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Jesus, is she
bunking up with
these co�ies,

t
?

No, she's
alone in
there.

That
be�er or
worse?

Leave
it alone,

O�o.

Paris. Marsei�es
is much nicer.

Plus
I know some

folks who can
help us get

set up.

What
else do you

know?

I know I
love you.

I know that we're
going to live ha�ily

ever after.

Then it's
just you and me
and to he� with

the world.

But I like
the world.

I’m not ready
to check out

of it.

They'� only
disa�oint you,

babe.

We
don't
n�d
’em.

A� I
n�d is

you.

That scared me, because
a� I could think was,

“But I don't n�d you.” 
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it's not bad,
Ca�ie.

Far as crazy,
stupid plans go.

No o�ense.

Thanks,
bu�y.

So what's going
on with you? Anything

you wa�a te� me before
we get any d per

into this?

You already
said it. I’m crazy.

Or I f l like
I am.

Like my
whole life is just
me trying to grab
onto it and it k ps
sli�ing betw n my

fingers.

I can't
control

shit.

Why do you think I mumble that mantra a� the time?
Because I think I got a handle on anything?

No one's got their
life handled. That's why

they ca� it life.

What?

F l that?
That's force,

grinding away at us.
if we weren't belted
in, we'd be thrown
a� over. You can't

fight it.

The brain is
fu�y. it can do a�

sorts of things a� at
once without ski�ing

a beat.

But show it
something shiny,
something foul,

you give it a hi�up,
knock it out of

the l�p.

Wi� you
teach me your

mantra?

I’�
do you one
be�er…
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“…I’� help you
make your own.”

Bi� and I set
a dozen bombs,
perfectly timed,

no one got
hurt.

We
quit because
we knew our

luck couldn't
hold.

Plus, no
one gave a

crap.

We'd
just proved

their point for
them.

“ignore
these peaceniks,

they're te­orists.
Nothing they're

saying is
valid.”

There's a whole network of us acro� the country,
up into Canada. We're in a new city every

few months, we always k�p a
bag packed.

I’m
just starting to
know how that

f�ls.

it's hard
the first few years,
but you're fr�,

Ca�ie. We a� are.
No one can hold

us down.

Except each other. We're fighting against that t�.
A� those old hang-ups. Weird vibes. T� much ego.
T� many lies and secrets. it makes you sick.

We're just
trying to love the
world like we love

each other.

Ca�ie,
what are you

doing?

But first you go�a
love yourself,

right?

Exactly. That's
the hardest fight

of a�.

Wow.
You're
right.

Do
you--

Do you want to
rob a concert

with us? Yeah,
okay. C�l.
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“There's four bands on the
bi�. Two openers, two main
acts. So we'� get there early.

“O�o, Murphy, Bi�. You're going
in as roadies. We can pick up

cases at a pawn shop. And masks.
“Bernadine and me,
we're the groupies.

“Stop laughing, O�o.

“Scout and Naomi are parked in
the van outside the loading dock,
listening for police tra­ic. 

“Naomi’� use the pay phones
and ca� the a�ounting
o­ice if we get a hit. 

“Act natural.”

“How hairy is it go�a get?”

“Not at a�. We don't load the
weapons. They're just for show.

“They're not go�a s� us coming.”
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I’ve never s�n
this much money

in my life.

We could rea�y
do something big

with this.
We are.

We're go�a
change our

lives.

No, I mean, we
could change
the world.

Shut it, hi�ie. You
wa�a waste your cut,

then do it on your
own time.

This ain't
some kinda
co�une.

Listen, a­hole,
you got some kind

of problem
with me? Yeah,

you ever
heard of a
shower?

Murph,
you and Bi�
take a bag.
O�o and I
wi� handle
the rest.

I’m go�a
take my end and go.

This operation's ge�ing
t� screwy.

B�n nice
working with

you.

I hope
it was.

it'� be the
last job you

ever do.

What the he�
are you doing,

Ca�ie?

Tying up a
l�se--

Oh
shit.
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Oh
shit.

No.
No no
no.

Your
l�se end could've
helped with that,

genius.

Oh
my god,

shut
up.

I get it, Mercer.
Fine. You're the
be�er thief.

I admit it.

Now do what
you said you

would.

You
have to do
something

for me
first.

And come
out with your

hands up.

No.
I’ve done

everything for
you. I forgave
you. You made
me a promise,

Mercer.

Mercer?

Where
are you,
Mercer?
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She's contained.
We're on our way

back down,
Heider.

I sti�
think this Boudreau

thing is bu�shit, Alonzo.
An unwi�ing a�omplice,

like Hearst, maybe.
Girl's t� i�ocent.

T� frail.

Sir, a� due
respect--

But get
me someone
in cu�s and

I’� consider not
cu­ing your

head o�.

Who the he�
is firing? I said no
direct action until

we get back! G�,
so�y, Agent. Our
fingers must've

sli ed.

Did they
respond?

There was
a lot of ye�ing
from inside, like

arguing. Then shit
ge�ing to�ed

around.

We heard a
lady's voice,

sounded
distre�ed.

How many others
in there?

Du�o,
but whoever’s

in there, sounded
like they were

brawling.

it
went quiet
a couple
minutes

ago.

So what's
the game

plan?

You and your
men stand down,

ingraschi.

Go
watch the

band.
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You're
a real piece of
work, you know

that?

That's fu�y.
Coming from a liar
and a user and an
a� around piece

of shit.

Earth
to Psycho.

I’m not even
real. I’m a

thing you
made up.

Your
knight in
soiled
armor.

You're real,
Mercer. Even
I don't hate
myself this

much.

Maybe I’ve
b n afraid of

life, but I’m not
a coward like

you.

You don't even know
what you're doing.
Without me, you're

lost.

You can't
use that
on me.

I know.
I’ve already

got something
for you.

it t�k a bit. 
To figure out my
mantra. To decide
how to break this
chain betw�n us.

The chain.
The song that
brought them
together. That
brought a�

this together.

I n�ded a
solo number.
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Ca�ie, we want to
help you. We know you

don't want to hurt
anyone.

Turn yourself in, Ca�ie.
They'� let you o� with

g�d behavior.

Just don't
do anything

crazy.

We'� be
together. isn't
that what you

wanted?

I sing along with
her in my head.

Silver sp
ns and
ancient qu�ns.

T�
late for
that, isn't

it?

I’m not crazy.
I’m not broken.

They haven't caught
me. Not yet.  

The louder I sing it in my head,
the further away he goes.  

Along with a� my
stupid f�lings. 

I’m a gold
dust woman.
it's over now.

I pick up my
pieces and
go home. 

No tears. No rage.

Just wondering if I’m
doing the right thing.
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Whoa, slow
down.

You
okay?

You're…
You're… is this

ha
ening?

Haha. I am.
it is. Breathe,

it's okay.

Here,
drink.

Lindsay,
give me a few

minutes.
Sit down.

What's your
name?

Ca�ie.

Nice to
m t you
Ca�ie.

You here with
someone?

Nobody.
I’m a� by
myself.

What's that
like? I have vague

memories of not being
su�ounded at

a� times.

it sucks.
A lot. I came

here with a guy
and he…

Turned out
to be a total

a�hole.

How'd you
know?

Have you
heard my
songs?
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Screw him.
You don't n�d

him.

L�k at you.
What are you,
sti� in your
Twenties?

You've got
your whole life

to make him
regret it.

Ha.
Whatever's
left of it,

yeah.
What's
fu�y?

it's
a long
story.

Stevie,
we go�a

go.

Stick around after
the show. I’� buy

you another
drink.

My adoring
public awaits.

Come here.

You're going
to be okay.
I’m wi�ing

it.

Does that
work?

Ask me when
this tour is

over.

I can't
believe this is

ha�ening.

“I te� myself that
every day I wake up.

“Be g�d to
yourself, Ca�ie.

“No one else is go�a
do it for you.”  
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Fr�ze,
FBi!

Drop
it!

Son of a
bitch.

I hum her song over and over.
I f�l her hands against my
back. it's just me in here. No
Mercer, no second thoughts.

I can do this. I’m just like
the rest of these people.

We a� do it every day.
trying to find a way out.

Mercer had nothing
to do with it. With
any of this. I did.

I put together this
crew. I got rid of O�o.

I got out alive. 

This isn't the fairy
tale life I pictured.

This is be�er.
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B-O-U-D-R-E-A-U.
Should be considered
armed and dangerous.

I want
nationwide

notices going
out.

“Last s�n in a white
conversion van.” 

I can't
thank you a 

enough.

We've b�n meaning to
check out Canada anyhow.

I think this country
is shot.

Our guy
should be here
in the morning,
be ready to

ro .

I hadn't heard from Mercer
since I fired that shotgun

through his face.   

I slept we� for the
first time in forever.

We were done.

I would f�l alone
except I wasn't. 

I had my crew.
I had myself. 

For the first time, I was fr�.

it's
done. She's

leaving. Ca 
your dogs

o�.

Don't
bother her

again or I’ 
come bother

you.

133



I’m right back where I was when
I got out of the hospital, but
this time I know what I want. 

I want everything.

Screw Mercer. Screw Archway.
Screw Dr. Shumway. I don't

n�d any of them.   

This is my Life. My rules.
I’m not going to stop
until I get it a�.    

Cro  my heart.

Hope to die.
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does not reference Fleetwood Mac.

> robertwilsoniv.com / @robertwilsoniv

COLORED BY 

NICK FILARDI

Nick Filardi can be found coloring 
Powers, Howling Commandos of 
S.H.I.E.L.D., Slash & Burn, Helheim, 
and the new series Heartthrob when 
he isn't tinkering with Magic: The 
Gathering decks. He resides with his 
3-legged dog, in sunny Florida.

> nickfilardi.tumblr.com / @nickfil

DESIGNED BY 

DYLAN TODD

Dylan Todd is a writer, art director 
and graphic designer. When he’s 
not reading comics, making comics, 
writing about comics or designing 
stuff for comics, he can probably  
be found thinking about comics.  
He’s the editor of the 2299 sci-fi 
comics anthology and, alongside 
Mathew Digges, is the co-creator of 
The Creep Crew, a comic about 
undead teen detectives.

> bigredrobot.net / @bigredrobot

LETTERED BY 

CRANK!

Hi! I go by crank! You might know my 
work from several recent Oni books 
like The Sixth Gun, Brides of Helheim, 
Terrible Lizard, Rick and Morty, 
etc.  Maybe you’ve seen my letters in 
Revival, HACK/slash, Spread, or God 
Hates Astronauts (Image). Perhaps 
you’ve read Lady Killer, Ghost Fleet, 
or Sundowners (Dark Horse).  Heck, 
you might even be reading the 
award-winning Battlepug (battlepug.
com) right now! If you’re weird you 
could have heard me online at 
crankcast.net where I talk with Mike 
Norton, Tim Seeley, Sean Dove and 
Jenny Frison weekly about things  
that are sometimes comics-related.  
If you’re super obscure you’ve heard 
me play music with the Vladimirs or 
Sono Morti (sonomorti.bandcamp.
com). Probably you don’t know who  
I am at all. That’s OK.

> @ccrank

ABOUT THE CREATORS





CALLIE WAS BORN WITH A BAD HEART. 
After it sidelined her from life and a string 
of bad boyfriends stomped on what was 
left, she went looking for a miracle: a heart 
transplant. Now she’s got a brand new heart,  
but she’s stuck in her old life: crappy job, 
crappy boyfriend, crappy prospects.

Enter Mercer, a mystery man who gets 
Callie’s heart beating like crazy. As her 
behavior changes and their flirting 
deepens, Mercer reveals he’s her heart 
donor. Only Callie can see, speak to and 
touch him and he’s in love with her, a love 
she feels just as strongly.

A master thief when he died, Mercer offers 
to teach Callie his criminal ways and how 
to turn them against her old job and kick 
off a nationwide crime spree. Hunted by the 
FBI and popping heart meds to stay alive, 
Callie will find out that nothing’s as scary as 
two people in love with nothing to lose.

“Heartthrob is a crime romance 
with a lot of heart. See what I  
did there? No, seriously: it’s great.  
And from three of today’s top 
talents, you should expect no less.” 

–Kelly Sue DeConnick 
Bitch Planet, Pretty Deadly

“Heartthrob is like a person you 
shouldn’t fall in love with–it might 
seem wrong but it feels so right.”

– Sam Humphries 
Citizen Jack, Jonesy

“Heartthrob is smartly written, 
wryly drawn, and pitch-perfectly 
told. I’m hooked.”  

–Chelsea Cain 
The New York Times bestseller    
One Kick, Mockingbird

“Heartthrob is the deeply twisted, 
100%-f**ked up, black-hearted, 
funny-as-hell, and strong as a 
motherf**ker love story that  
comics deserves. No one loves you 
like this, weirdo. DIG IT.”

–Matt Fraction 
Sex Criminals

HEARTTHROB BOOK 1: NEVER GOING BACK AGAIN 
collects issues 1-5 of the hit series by writer Christopher 
Sebela, artist Robert Wilson IV, and colorist Nick Filardi.
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